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text and translations
Vier Lieder
I. Zauber

Four Songs
I. Magic

Morgen werden viel Sterne
scheinen,
morgen wirst du nach mir weinen
und in’s tote Fernsterspöhn.

Tomorrow many stars will shine,

Dann hinauf zum Glanz der Ferne
wirst du fliehen,
und tausend Sterne,
all die stillen kleinen Sterne,
wirst du durch zwei helle Tränen
gross wie Sonnen zittern sehn.

Then toward the distant light
you'll fly,
and you'll see a thousand stars,
all the silent little stars,
through two trembling tears
as large as suns.

II. Lieb Liebchen
Heinrich Heine

II. Dear Sweetheart

Lieb' Liebchen, leg's Händchen aufs
Herze mein.
Ach, hörst du, wie's pochet im
Kämmerlein?
Da hauset ein Zimmermann,
schlimm und arg,
der zimmert mir einen Totensarg.

Dear sweetheart, lay your hand on
my heart; ah, do you hear the hammering
inside?
inside there lives a carpenter, wicked
and evil:
he's building my coffin.

Es hämmert und klopfet bei Tag und
bei Nacht.
Es hat mich schon längst um den
Schlaf gebracht.
Ach sputet Euch, Meister
Zimmermann,
damit ich balde schlafen kann.

He hammers and pounds by day and
by night;
it has been a long time since I could
sleep.
Ah, hurry, Mister Carpenter,

III. Nächtiges Wandern
Karl Stieler

III. Night Wandering

Das ist ein seltsam Geh'n:
Die Tritte schallen;
Ich hör' den Südwind weh'n
und Blätter fallen.

It's always the same:
the steps resound,
I hear the south wind blow
and the leaves fall.

Tomorrow you will weep for me
and look in dark windows.

finish so that I can sleep.

Die Bäche rauschen stumm,
die regensatten;
Ich zieh' dahin rundum
nur Schatten, Schatten!

The brooks rustle silently,
rain-filled;
I roam all around
in the shadows.

Gewölk voll dunkler Kraft
Ich zieh' so trübe,
verstummt vor Leidenschaft,
verirrt vor Liebe!

Clouds full of dark power,
I roam so troubled,
silenced by sadness,
confused by love.

IV. Lied des Harfenmädchens
Theodor Storm

IV. Song of the Harp-maidens

Heute, nur heute
bin ich so schön,
morgen, ach, morgen
muß alles vergeh'n!

Today, just for today,
I am lovely;
Tomorrow
it must all disappear.

Nur diese Stunden
bist Du noch mein;
sterben, ach, sterben
soll ich allein.

Just for this hour
are you still mine;
I will die
all alone.

Drei Lieder
I. Im Schlitten
Reinhard Volker

Three Songs
I. In the Sleigh

Die Rappen dampfen und stampfen,
Von Flokken die Mähnen schwer,
sprühend
stiebender Fakkel Funken über uns
her.

The black horses steam and stomp,
the manes heavy with snowflakes,
spraying
sparks from glowing torches, over us
here.

Verwundert schau’n die Föhren
Den nächtlichen Flakkerschein
sie starr’n
verdrieslich knurrend,
wie alte Tanten drein.

The pines look on, bewildered
by the nightly candlelight,
They stare,
annoyed and grumbling,
like old aunts.

Doch selig wie zwei Vögel
im Neste
ich und Du!

But blissful like two birds
in a nest,
l and you!

Der kutscher
drückt mitunter discret ein Auge zu.

The coach driver,
periodically, discretely casts an eye
our way.

II. Verstoben und verschäumt

II. Dissipated and Foamed Away

Weißt Du’s wir glitten durch die Flut

Do you know we passed through the
tide
on a moon-bounded course,
Lilies exchanged profound greeting,
lightly brushing against our boat.

auf Mondbegrenzter Bahn
Seerosen tauschten tiefen Gruß
leis streifend unsern kahn.
Dein Aug’ in meines glomm so heiß.
In Nacht und Mondeslicht
und Hand in Hand und Herz an Herz
die
Ufer sahen uns nicht

Your gaze smoldered at me with
such heat.
In night and moonlight,
and hand in hand and heart to heart
The shore didn't see us,

o selige uferlose Zeit
da alle Grenzen zerträumt
o holder Wahn wie liegst du weit
verstoben und verschäumt.

oh blissful, endless time
There all limits are dreamt away,
oh dear illusion how wide you lie
dissipated and foamed away.

III. Der Schmetterling
Heinrich Heine

III. The Butterfly

Der Schmetterling ist in die Rose
verliebt,
umflattert sie tausendmal,

The butterfly is in love with the rose

ihn selber aber goldig zart
umflattert der liebende Sonnenstrahl.
Jedoch, in wen ist die Rose verliebt?
das wüßt' ich gar zu gern.
ist es die singende Nachtigall?
ist es der schweigende Abendstern?

He flutters around her a thousand
times,
But he himself, so cute and sweet,
Is fluttered around by the loving
sunshine.
However, in whom the rose is in love
I so wish I knew.
Is it the singing nightingale?
Is it the silent evening star?

ich weiß nicht, in wen die Rose
verliebt;
ich aber lieb' euch all:
Rose, Schmetterling, Sonnenstrahl,
Abendstern und Nachtigall.

I don't know whom the rose loves,

Ich wandre durch Theresienstadt
Ilse Weber

I wander through Theresienstadt

Ich wandre durch Theresienstadt,
das Herz so schwer wie Blei.
Bis jäh meine Weg ein Ende hat,
dort knapp an der Bastei.

I wander through Theresienstadt,
my heart is heavy as lead.
Till suddenly my path ends
right there by the bulwark.

Dort bleib ich auf der Brücke stehn
und schau ins Tal hinaus:
ich möcht so gerne weiter gehn,
ich möcht so gern nach Haus!

I stand there on the bridge
and look down into the valley:
I’d like so much to go farther,
I’d like so much to go home!

Nach Haus! -- du wunderbares Wort,
du machst das Herz mir schwer.
Man nahm mir mein Zuhause fort,
nun hab ich keines mehr.

Home! – You strange word,
you make my heart feel heavy.
My home has been taken away from
me
now I no longer have one.

Ich wende mich betrübt und matt,
so schwer wird mir dabei:
Theresienstadt, Theresienstadt,
wann wohl das Leid ein Ende hat,
wann sind wir wieder frei?

I turn away, saddened and weary,
how hard it is to do so!
Theresienstadt, Theresienstadt,
when will our suffering end?
When shall we again be free?

Denn alles wird gut
(Emigrantenlied)
Ilse Weber

Everything Will Be Okay
(Emigrants Song)

Schluck runter die Tränen, verbeiß
deinen Schmerz,
hör nicht auf das Schimpfen und
Schmähen!
Dein Wille jedoch sei hart wie das
Erz,
die Not zu überstehen.

Swallow the tears, bite through your
pain,
ignore all insults and humiliations.

but I love you all:
Rose, butterfly, sunshine, evening
star, and nightingale!

But your will shall be as hard as ore
and overcome all agony.

Denn alles wird gut, denn alles wird
gut,
ertrag geduldig das Warten.
Vertraue der Zukunft, verlier nicht
den Mut,
die Welt wird wieder zum Garten!

Because all will be fine, because all
will be fine,
patiently endure the waiting,
have trust in the future do not lose
your courage,
the world will be like a garden again!

Dann endet die Zwietracht, der Haß
und die Gier,
und alles Leid hat ein Ende.
Dann sagt dein Feind »Bruder
Mensch« zu dir
und reicht beschämt dir die Hände.

Then ends the discord, the hate and
the greed,
and all sorrow has an end.
Then, your enemy says to you
"Brother man"
and ashamedly shakes your hand.

Und du brauchst nicht länger mehr
ferne zu stehn,
wenn andre sich freuen und lachen.
Für dich auch wird die Sonne
aufgehn,
für dich das Vöglein erwachen!

And you won’t have to stand aside

Für dich strahlt die Sonne, für dich
grünt der Baum,
du hast wieder Heimat und Brüder.

For you the sun will shine, for you
the tree will blossom,
you will have a Homeland and
brothers again.
Evil will pass like a dark dream.

Das Böse vergeht wie ein schwerer
Traum,
das Leben beseligt dich wieder.

when others are happy and laugh,
for you the sun will rise as well,
for you the bird will sing!

Your life will rejoice you again.

Und der Regen rinnt
Ilse Weber

And the Rain Falls

Und der Regen rinnt, und der Regen
rinnt,
ich denk im Dunkeln an dich, mein
Kind.
Hoch sind die Berge und tief ist das
Meer,
mein Herz ist müd und
sehnsuchtsschwer.

And the rain falls, and the rain falls,
In the darkness I'm thinking of you,
my child.
The mountains are high, and the sea
is deep,
My heart is tired and weighted with
longing.

Und der Regen rinnt, und der Regen
rinnt,
warum bist du so fern, mein Kind?

And the rain falls, and the rain falls,

Und der Regen rinnt, und der Regen
rinnt
Gott selbst hat uns getrennt, mein
Kind!
Du sollst nicht Leid und Elend sehn,

And the rain falls, and the rain falls,

sollst nicht auf steinigen Gassen
gehn.
Und der Regen rinnt, und der Regen
rinnt –
Hast du mich nicht vergessen, Kind?

Why are you so far away, my child?

God himself has separated us, my
child.
You are not to see pain and
suffering,
not to walk upon stony streets.
And the rain falls, and the rain falls,
Have you not forgotten me, my
child?

Liederbuch des Hafis
I. Vorausbestimmung
Hafez, translated by Hans Bethge

Songbook of Hafiz
I. Predestination

Alles ist vorausbestimmt
durch die große Güte Allahs,
ach, was soll ich tun?

The fate of everything is
Willed by the great goodness of
Allah,
Oh, what should I do?

Ich bin längst vorausbestimmt
für den Wein und für die Schenke
ach, was soll ich tun?

My fate has been sealed
For wine and the pub
Oh, what should I do?

Wie die Vögel ihre Büsche,
wie die Rehe ihre Wälder
lieben durch Vorausbestimmung,
also liebe ich alleine
Wein und Schenke und die
Schenkin,

The love of birds in the bushes
And of deer in the forests
Has been predestined,
But I love only
Wine and the pub and the hostess.

alles ist vorausbestimmt
durch die große Güte Allahs,

The fate of everything is
Willed by the great goodness of
Allah,
Oh, what should I do?

ach, was soll ich tun?

II. Betrunken

II. Drunk

Hafis, du bist betrunken
ich sehs an deinem Schatten,
an diesem Taumelschatten,
der sich so toll gebärdet,
als käm er aus dem Tollhaus!

Hafis you are drunk
I can see it from your shadow
From that reeling shadow
Which acts so insane
As if just released from the
madhouse.

Ei, welch verrückter Schatten
im allzu hellen Mondschein!
Das fuchtelt und das biegt sich
und stolpert hin und reckt sich
aufwärts und nach den Seiten,
ei, welch grotesker Schatten,
welch indiskreter Mondschein!

Oh, what a mad shadow
In this blinding moonlight!
It gesticulates and bends,
Falls down and stretches
Upwards and sideways,
Oh, what a grotesque shadow
What a revealing moonlight!

Nie hab ichs glauben wollen,
wenn scheltend mich Suleima

I never wanted to believe it,
When Suleima reproached me with
her curses
That I was drunk, Now I am compelled to believe it:
I am but an undignified drunk,
Devoid of grace
A fully inebriated drunk
With a reeling shadow
In the revealing moonlight.

beschwor, ich sei betrunken, jetzt muß ichs wahrlich glauben:
Ich bin ein würdeloser,
ein aller Anmut barer,
ein ganz betrunkner Trinker
mit einem Taumelschatten
im indiskreten Mondschein!
Poèmes Juifs
II. Chant de Sion
Anonymous

Jewish Poems
II. Song of Zion

Ce n'est la rosée ni la pluie,
ce sont mes larmes qui arrosent,
Ô Sion, tes montagnes.
Ce n'est pas le feu ni le soleil,
c'est notre sang qui fait rougir,
o Sion, tes cieux!

Copyright translations are available
online at lieder.net.

Et une vapeur monte,
formée des larmes de nos yeux
jusqu'au ciel, et devient de la pluie

Et ces eaux douces apaisent notre
esprit,
l'esprit de ceux qui pleurent
Jérusalem.
Ces larmes des yeux
sont une consolation pour l'âme,
un remède au cœur brisé;
ce sont elles qui fortifient les cœurs
abattus
et qui apaisent l'âme agitée.
III. Chant du Laboureur
Mon espérance n'est pas encore
perdue,
Ô patrie douce aimée,
de trouver sur ton sol
un coin pour m'y établir
avant que ma fin n'arrive...
une maisonnette sur le sommet
d'une colline
au milieu d'un jardin de légumes
et d'arbres fruitiers,
une vigne abondante en grappes,
une source limpide jaillissant avec
bruit.
Là-bas, sous le feuillage d'un arbre
touffu
Je travaillerai, je respirerai
légèrement.
Devant les ruines environnantes
j'épancherai mon cœur,
je demanderai a quand la fin de la
colère?
Mais lorsqu'aux confins des vallées
j'entendrai le chant de mes frères
vigoureux

III. Song of a Worker

je dirai voilà la fin des jours de
tristesse!
voilà la fin de nos malheurs.
IV. Chant de la Pitié

IV. Song of Pity

Dans les champs de Bethléem, une
pierre
se dresse solitaire, Antique tombe.
Mais dès que minuit sonne, on voit
une Beauté quitter sa demeure
souterraine
pour venir sur la terre.
Là voilà qui chemine silencieuse
vers le Jourdain. Là voilà qui
silencieusement
contemple les ondes sacrées.
une larme tombe alors de son œil
pur
dans les ondes paisibles du fleuve.
Et doucement les larmes s'écoulent
l'une après l'autre, tombent dans le
Jourdain,
emportées entrainées
par le mystère des eaux.

V. Chant de Résignation
Prends mon âme, fais en une lyre
brillante
avec les muscles de mon cœur fais
des cordes,
Et fais-les longues jusqu'au ciel.
Et tes mains, ô muse, allonge-les
sans cesse.

V. Song of Resignation

Que les fibres de mon cœur
murmurent et frémissent
afin d'exprimer ma douleur immense,
ma misère sans nom,
afin que les cieux laissent couler
des torrents de larmes
et que le crépuscule et l'aube
en soient éternellement noyés.
VI. Chant d’Amour

VI. Song of Love

En même temps que tous les
bourgeons
la Rose de mon cœur se réveille,
elle aussi,
aux chants des étoiles matinales et
nocturnes,
la Rose de mon cœur s'épanche,
elle aussi.
Lorsque le rossignol fit entendre sa
voix,
Mon cœur se fondit en larmes;
Lorsque la nature s'endormit autour
de moi,
mes rêves se réveillèrent.
Des myriades d'étoiles sont là haut
au ciel,
unique est l'Étoile qui éclaire mes
ténèbres.
VII. Chant de Forgeron
Près du Jourdain il y a une maison
de forgeron,
Un forgeron alerte comme un
cavalier y fait sa besogne.
Et en soufflant il y attise la flamme,
souffle, souffle, cela entretient
la flamme, le feu éternel qui brûle
dessous.

VII. Song of the Blacksmith

Que fais-tu là ô forgeron?
je suis en train de préparer
le fer pour le cheval du Messie.
Ballade von Cäsars Tod from Der Silbersee: Ein Wintermärchen
Georg Kaiser
Rom hieß eine Stadt und alle Römer
hatten in den Adern heißes Blut,
als sie Cäsar einst tyrannisch reizte,
kochte es sofort in Siedeglut.
Nicht die Warnung konnte Cäsar
hindern:
"Hüte vor des Märzen Iden dich."
Er verfolgte seine frechen Ziele
und sah schon als Herrn der Römer
sich.
Immer schlimmer schlug ihn die
Verblendung.
nur sein Wort galt noch im Capitol,
und den weisen Rat der Senatoren
schmähte er gemein und höhnisch
Kohl.
Da kam stolzes Römerblut ins
Wallen.
Selbst der Freund bleibt keinem
Cäsar treu,
wenn ihn dieser nur für seine
Zwecke
kalt mißbraucht und sagt es ohne
Scheu.

Julius Caesar ruled the Roman
Empire;
To their emp'ror all of Rome was
loyal.
Till he took to ruling as a tyrant,
Then the Romans' blood began to
boil.
Julius Caesar did not heed the
warning:
On the Ides of March you must
beware,
He ignored the cries of opposition,
Thought his loyal friends would
never dare.
Ever grander grew his self-delusion
Ever fewer those he could beguile.
He ignored the wise men of the
Senate,
He abused and covered them with
bile.
Then the Romans' pride was roused
to fury,
Even friends despise a leader's
name
If he's ruthless in pursuit of power
And admits ambition without shame.

Heimlich trafen nachts sich die
Verschwörer
und beredeten voll Eifer sich.
Und genau am Tag der Märzensiden
stach ihm Brutus den verdienten
Stich.

So the senators conspired in secret,

Cäsar sank von seinem Sitz und
stierte
seinen Mörder an als ob's nicht
wahr.
Et tu Brute! rief er auf lateinisch,
weil sie dort die Landessprache war.

As he sank he stared at his
assassin,
Scarce believing death had come
this way.
"Et tu, Brute!" Caesar cried in Latin,
Which was then the language of the
day.

Lasse keiner sich vom Wahn
verführen,
da er mehr als jeder and're gelt:
Cäsar wollte mit dem Schwert
regieren
und ein Messer hat selbst ihn gefällt.

Let no man give way to the delusion

Cäsar wollte mit dem Schwert
regieren
und ein Messer hat selbst ihn gefällt.

Caesar won his empire with a sword,

Wie Lange Noch?

How Much Longer?

Ich will’s dir gestehen, es war eine
Nacht,
Da hab ich mich willig dir
hingegeben.
Du hast mich gehabt, mich von
Sinnen gebracht.
Ich glaubte, ich konnte nicht ohne
dich leben.

I will confess there was a night,

Du hast mir das Blaue vom Himmel
versprochen,
Und ich habe dich wie ‘nen Vater
gepflegt.

You promised me blue skies,

And they plotted all with one accord
It was on the fifth [sic] of March from
Brutus
That this Caesar got his just reward.

That great power will protect his life.
Caesar won his empire with a sword,
And was murdered by a simple knife.

And was murdered by a simple knife.

When I willingly gave myself to you.
You took me and drove me out of my
mind.
I believed that I could not live without
you.

And I cared for you like my own
father.

Du hast mich gemartert, hast mich
zerbrochen.
Ich hätt ‘ dir die Erde zu Füssen
gelegt.

You tormented me, you tore me
apart.
I would have put the world at your
feet.

Sieh mich doch an! Sieh mich doch
an!
Wann kommt der Tag an dem ich dir
sage:
Es ist vorbei!
Wann kommt der Tag, ach der Tag
nach dem ich bange?
Wie lange noch? Wie lange noch?
Wie lange?

Look at me, will you! Look at me!

Ich hab dir geglaubt, ich war wie im
Wahn,
Von all deinen Reden, von deinen
Schwüren.
Was immer du wolltest, das hab ich
getan.
Wohin du auch wolltest, da liess ich
mich führen.

I believed you, I was in a daze,

Du hast mir das Blaue von Himmel
versprochen,
Und ich, ach ich hab nicht zu weinen
gewagt.
Doch du hast dein Wort, deine
Schwüre gebrochen.
Ich habe geschwiegen und hab mich
geplagt.

You promised me blue skies,

Sieh mich doch an! Sieh mich doch
an!
Wann kommt der Tag an dem ich dir
sage:
Es ist vorbei!
Wann kommt der tag, ach der Tag
nach dem ich bange?
Wie lange noch? Wie lange noch?
Wie lange?

Look at me, will you! Look at me!

When will I ever be able to tell you:
It’s over!
When that day comes, I dread it.
How much longer? How much
longer? How long?

From all of your talk, and your
promises.
I did whatever you wanted.
Wherever you wanted to go, I was
willing to follow.

And I, I didn’t even dare to cry.
But you have broken your word, and
your vows.
I have been silent and tortured
myself.

When will I ever be able to tell you:
It’s over!
When that day comes, I dread it.
How much longer? How much
longer? How long?

Schickelgruber
Howard Dietz
In a hamlet in the Tyrol an old lady is not virile,
She is languishing and heavy is her heart.
For she thinks about her baby who, had he been
christened Abie,
Maybe might have never played the monster’s part.
If her son had only married, if her lust had not
miscarried,
Who can say for certain what might not have been.
In her somber weeds of sorrow she is hopeful some
tomorrow
Will undo the passion that produced a sin.
Schickelgruber! Schickelgruber!
You were born a child of shame.
You have always been a bastard,
Even though you changed your name.
Came the headlines, then the breadlines,
As your will to power grew.
Schickelgruber! Schickelgruber!
What a pretty how-dy-do!
Though a mother, I can smother
Mother love at thought of you!
In his youth his one obsession was to practice a
profession,
And he dabbled with the palette and the paint.
But the art he couldn’t master, so he went from paint
to plaster,
And today he calls himself a plaster saint.
Is he good or evil fairy? All his pals now
grown wary,
That is, those of them who didn’t rate the purge.
And the scent will ever linger, how he gave his
friends the finger
Just to gratify and culminate an urge.

Schickelgruber! Schickelgruber!
Once the dew was on the rose.
Where you’ll end up in the wind up,
Schickelgruber, Heaven knows.
Ever ruthless, ever truthless,
When the judgement day is due.
Repercussions from the Russians,
Schickelgruber, say you’re through.
Every village that you pillage
In revenge will turn on you!
September Song
Maxwell Anderson
When I was a young man courting the girls
I played me a waiting game;
If a maid refused me with tossing curls
I'd let the old Earth take a couple of whirls
While I plied her with tears in place of pearls
And as time came around she came my way,
As time came around she came.
But it's a long, long while from May to December,
And the days grow short, when you reach September,
And the autumn weather turns the leaves to flame
And I haven't got time for the waiting game,
And the wine dwindles down to a precious brew
September, November,
And these few vintage years I'd share with you,
Those vintage years I'd share with you.
But it's a long, long while from May to December,
And the days grow short, when you reach September,
And I have lost one tooth and I walk a little lame,
And I haven't got time for waiting game,
And the days turn to gold as they grow few
September, November,
And these few golden days I'd spend with you,
These golden days I'd spend with you.

When you meet with the young men early in Spring
They court you in song and rhyme,
They woo you with words and a clover ring
But if you examine the goods they bring
They have little to offer, but the songs they sing
And a plentiful waste of time of day
A plentiful waste of time.
But it's a long, long while from May to December,
Will the clover ring last till you reach September?
And I'm not quite equipped for the waiting game,
But I have a little money and I have a little fame,
And the days dwindle down to a precious few
September, November
And these few precious days I'd spend with you,
These precious days I'd spend with you.
Moritat von Mackie Messer
Bertolt Brecht

Ballad of Mack the Knife

Und der Haifisch, der hat Zähne
und die trägt er im Gesicht
und Macheath, der hat ein Messer,
doch das Messer sieht man nicht.

And the shark, he has teeth;
he has them in his face.
And Macheath, he has a knife,
but no one sees the knife.

Und es sind des Haifischs Flossen
rot, wenn dieser Blut vergießt
Mackie Messer trägt 'nen
Handschuh
drauf man keine Untat liest.

And the shark's fins are
red when he sheds blood;
Mack the Knife wears a glove
on which no sign of a crime can be
seen.

An der Themse grünem Wasser
fallen plötzlich Leute um
Es ist weder Pest noch Cholera,
doch es heißt: Mackie geht um.

By the green waters of the Thames
suddenly people drop down.
It is neither plague nor cholera,
it's said: Mack's about.

An 'nem schönen blauen Sonntag
liegt ein toter Mann am Strand
und ein Mensch geht um die Ecke,
den man Mackie Messer nennt.

On a beautiful, blue-skied Sunday
a dead man lies on the Strand
and someone turns the corner,
the one they call Mack the Knife.

Und Schmul Meier bleibt
verschwunden
und so mancher reiche Mann
und sein Geld hat Mackie Messer,
dem man nichts beweisen kann.

And Schmul Meier's still not been
found,
and many such a rich man
and his money has Mack the Knife,
against whom no one can prove
anything.

Jenny Towler ward gefunden
mit 'nem Messer in der Brust
und am Kai geht Mackie Messer,
der von allem nichts gewußt.

Jenny Towler was found
with a knife in her chest
and on the embankment there's
Mack the Knife,
who knows nothing of any of it.

Wo ist Alfons gleich, der Fuhrherr?
Kommt er je ans Sonnenlicht?
Wer es immer wissen könnte
Mackie Messer weiß es nicht.

Where is Alfons Glite, the cab driver?
Will he ever see sunlight again?
Whoever could know,
Mack the Knife has no idea.

Und das große Feuer in Soho,
sieben Kinder und ein Greis
In der Menge Mackie Messer, den
man nichts fragt, und der nichts
weiß.

And the great fire in Soho,
seven children and an old man.
In the crowd Mack the Knife, whom
one asks nothing, and who knows
nothing.

Und die minderjähr'ge Witwe,
deren Namen jeder weiß,
wachte auf und war geschändet
Mackie, welches war dein Preis?

And the underage widow,
whose name everyone knows,
woke up and was defiled.
Mack, what was your price?

Und die einen sind im Dunkeln
und die anderen sind im Licht
Doch man sieht nur die im Lichte,
die im Dunklen sieht man nicht
Doch man sieht nur die im Lichte,
die im Dunklen sieht man nicht

And some are in the dark,
and others are in the light.
But one only sees those in the light;
those in the dark one doesn't see.
But one only sees those in the light;
those in the dark one doesn't see.

Und nun kommt zum guten Ende
alles unter einen Hut
Ist das nötige Geld vorhanden,
ist das Ende meistens gut

Now here's the happy ending,
everything reconciled.
If the readies are to hand,
The ending is generally good.
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LAURENCE SHERR, Composer-in-Residence and Professor of Music

aurence Sherr is active as a composer of Holocaust remembrance
music, lecturer on Holocaust music topics, producer of remembrance
events, and Holocaust music educator. He is the son of a survivor.
Performances and lectures have
been given in the Czech Republic,
Germany, Poland, England, Finland,
Israel, Australia, New Zealand, and
across North America.
His Music of Resistance and
Survival Project features his
Sonata for Cello and Piano–Mir
zaynen do!, a composition that
integrates Holocaust songs from
the partisans, ghettos, and camps
with newly composed material.
The Project includes a concert for the public, an educational performance
for secondary students, Sherr’s lectures on the creators of the source
songs, and online educational resources. The poetry of Holocaust survivor

and Nobel laureate Nelly Sachs is featured in his compositions Fugitive
Footsteps for baritone and chorus and Flame Language for baritone/mezzo
and chamber orchestra or chamber ensemble. Dissemination of his work
includes: Music of Resistance and Survival events in Australasia, Europe,
and the US; a Keynote Address at the Recovering Forbidden Voices
international conference in New Zealand, where several of his Holocaust
remembrance compositions were performed; a lecture and performance at
the Continuities and Ruptures international conference in Leeds, England;
and lectures at the Jewish Museum in Prague. He led a workshop on
teaching music and the Holocaust at an International Conference on
Holocaust Education at Yad Vashem in Jerusalem, and his 2011 Prague
Holocaust Remembrance Concert was staged under the auspices of the U.S.
Embassy. His concert and educational activities in Germany, produced in
collaboration with the children of the generation who persecuted his mother
and her family, led to reconciliation and healing. He developed the globalcitizenship course Music and the Holocaust at Kennesaw State University.
Through all of this work, his purpose is to foster greater understanding and
tolerance.
Dr. Sherr is Composer-in-Residence and Professor of Music at Kennesaw
State University. Awards include top prizes in the Delius Composition
Contest and the composition competition of the Association for the Promotion
of New Music in New York City. International performances have been
given in Austria, Holland, Switzerland, Turkey, Japan, Canada, and Mexico.
Fellowship awards include those from the MacDowell Colony, the American
Dance Festival, the Seaside Institute, and Hot Springs National Park.
Dissertations examining his contributions include the Florida State University
doctoral treatise Laurence Sherr: Chamber Music for Flute. His compositions
are recorded on CDs released by labels in Europe and the U.S.
Website: ksuweb.kennesaw.edu/~lsherr/
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JANA YOUNG, Soprano, Assistant Professor of Voice

ana Young, praised for her beautiful lyric singing most notably in the bel
canto repertoire, is a native of Louisiana. She received her vocal training
at Baylor University in Waco, Texas, where she holds two degrees; a B.M.Ed
and a B.M. in Vocal Pedagogy.
She later moved to Dallas, Texas, to continue her vocal study with Madeline
Sanders, a student of Gina Cigna. Ms. Young moved to Darmstadt,
Germany, upon scholarship with the American Institute of Musical Studies
and remained in Europe performing in recitals, and concerts. While in
Darmstadt, Ms. Young studied with Eva von Ambrosius of the Frankfurt

Stadtstheater. Upon returning to the United States, Mrs. Young graduated
with a M.M. in Vocal Performance from The University of Louisiana-Monroe,
where she studied with Dr. John Burgin.
During her year at The University
of Louisiana, she was selected to
premiere Richard Hervig's Five
Romantic Songs, the winner of the first
NATS song composition competition.
She regularly sings with the Naples
Philharmonic under the direction of
Maestro Christopher Seamon, and
sings with the Miami Bach Society, the
Miami Youth Orchestra, as soloist with
the Civic Chorale of Greater Miami,
Collegium Musicum, Mainly Mozart
Festival, the Nakamichi Concert Series
in Boston, and the University of Miami Symphony Orchestra. Ms. Young
was the soprano soloist in Mahler's Symphony #2, under noted Mahler
expert, Gilbert Kaplan, soloist in Haydn's Lord Nelson Mass, Handel's
Messiah, Beethoven's Mass in C Major, and Mozart's Solemn Vespers with
the Bahamian National Choir and Orchestra, in Nassau, Bahama. She also
was the soprano soloist in premiere and subsequent recording of Steven
Edward's Ave Maria Mass with the London Sinfonia Orchestra.
In 2003, Ms. Young was the featured soloist at Carnegie Hall, Weill Hall, for
"A Birthday Concert Celebration for Ned Rorem" with the noted composer
present. She was cited in the New York papers for her ability to achieve the
"near impossible" by alternating the angular vocal lines with perfect skill
and lyric beauty of tone in performances of two of his most famous songs:
Alleluia and The Silver Swan, and as the soprano soloist with the Miami
Chamber Ensemble in Rorem's Ariel: Five Poems of Sylvia Plath. This past
year, Ms. Young was the soprano soloist in Schubert's Mass in Eb, with the
Miami Philharmonic Orchestra and Chorus under the direction of Maestro
Jo-Michael Scheibe.
From 1991-2005, Ms. Young served on the voice faculty at the University of
Miami, Coral Gables, Florida. Since the fall of 2005, Ms. Young is Assistant
Professor of Voice at Kennesaw State University. Ms. Young is also active as
a vocal clinician, adjudicator and Master Class Teacher. She is a member of
the National Association of Teachers of Singing.
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ORAL MOSES, Professor Emeritus of Voice

ral Moses, bass-baritone, performs regularly throughout the United
States and Europe singing oratorio and recitals with special emphasis
on a wide variety of Negro Spirituals and Art Song repertoire by AfricanAmerican composers.
He has had numerous successes in
oratorio and opera performing major
roles in Le Nozze di Figaro, Regina, La
Boheme, Albert Herring, Tremonisha,
Rigoletto, and Die Zauberflöte among
many others. Symphonic engagements
have included works with the Nashville
Symphony, the Jackson Symphony,
Detroit Symphony, Lansing Symphony,
Tacoma Symphony and the Atlanta
Symphony.
Dr. Moses has recorded several CDs of art songs and spirituals by AfricanAmerican composers among which is his CD entitled, Oral Moses sings...
songs of America. His CD, Extreme Spirituals, is a collaboration with the
controversial eclectic rock/classical band Birdsongs of the Mesozoic on
Cuneiform label. In 2001, Albany Records released a collection of spirituals
sung a capella entitled Spirituals in Zion, which he recorded in the historic
Zion Baptist Church built by enslaved African Americans in 1861. As a solo
recording artist for Albany Records, his premiere CD, Deep River: Songs
and Spirituals of Harry T. Burleigh, is featured in the PBS film documentary
Antonin Dvorak in America. His second CD, Amen! African-American
Composers of the Twentieth Century, continues to be a best seller on the
Albany Record label. He has collaborated with gospel artist Babbie Mason
on the CD/video project Treasured Memories: A Celebration Of Our Gospel
Music Heritage, documenting the rich legacy of Gospel music. A second CD
collaboration entitled, Third Day Offerings: A Worship Album, allowed him to
record with the contemporary Christian rock group Third Day and earned him
his first gold record. His most recent contribution to the work of preserving
the Negro Spiritual is the website: www.thenegrospiritualinc.com.
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JUDY COLE, Artist-in-Residence in Collaborative Piano

udy Cole is considered by local area colleagues to be one of the most
versatile pianists and accompanists in the Atlanta commercial music
scene. She earned her Bachelor of Music degree in Piano Performance
from the University of North Carolina
at Chapel Hill, studying with Marvin
Blickenstaff.
After taking a year off from school,
during which she toured the United
States playing in a show band, she
was invited to attend the University
of Cincinnati College-Conservatory of
Music, where she earned her Master of
Music degree in Accompanying, with a
concentration in Musical Theatre and
Chamber Music. Her teachers included
Olga Radosavlovich at the Cleveland
Institute of Music, and Dr. Robert Evans, Babbette Effron and Dr. Kelly Hale
at CCM.
Here at KSU, Mrs. Cole teaches academic classes in music theory,
coaches Opera and Musical Theatre, musically directs for the Theatre and
Performance Studies division of COTA, and accompanies both faculty
and student recitals. As often as scheduling allows, she plays in the pit
orchestra for Broadway touring shows playing at the Fox Theatre. She has
also been selected by the Educational Testing Service to serve as an Aural
Skills Reader for the national Advanced Placement Music Theory exams for
several years.
Mrs. Cole has worked professionally and made a successful career over the
last 30 years as a free-lance pianist and commercial musician playing in a
variety of settings. To quote J. Lynn Thompson, founding Artistic Director of
the Atlanta Lyric Opera, "Judy Cole is one of those rare artists who can move
effortlessly between styles ranging from opera to Broadway, jazz to rock and
roll. She is a conductor's and singer's dream of a pianist." Mrs. Cole has
been featured on numerous recordings both as an accompanist and as a
soloist, including her own CD "By Request," and has several solo recordings
in process at this time.
In addition to local performances, Mrs. Cole travels routinely to accompany
classical, instrumental, vocal, and religious Jewish music concerts
throughout the US where she is known for her ability to arrive, rehearse and

perform demanding concert material all within a span of several hours. She
has collaborated with many of the top Cantors and musicians in the Jewish
music world, including Hazzan Naftali Herstik, Cantor Asher Hainovitz,
Simon Sargon, Bonia Shur, Michael Isaacson, and Debbie Friedman. Judy
is a member of the Guild of Temple Musicians (the national organization of
Jewish musicians and composers), the American Federation of Musicians,
and the Musical Theatre Educators Alliance. She is the staff accompanist at
The Temple in Atlanta and is still an active commercial musician, playing both
as a soloist and as a keyboardist/vocalist in her band.
Judy is a mom to daughters Katy and Rebekah, their husbands Mike and
Richard, an ecstatic grand mother to Charlotte, and is happily married to
Cantor Herb Cole.

Left: Beatrice Waghalter, 1945
Below: Beatrice Waghalter and composer Rudolf
Nelson in Amsterdam, 1953

about the school of music
Welcome to the Bailey Performance Center. We are
thrilled that you are here!
The School of Music at Kennesaw State University
is an exciting place to live, work and learn. Housed
in the College of the Arts, the School is infused with
masterfully skilled and dedicated performing teachers
who care deeply about their profession, our programs,
our community, and every student involved in music
and the arts. This Performance Center is the jewel in
our crown! We are so excited about the musical and
artistic events that happen here, and we are excited that you are here with
us to enjoy them! The School of Music is busy preparing our students to be
productive artists. We want them to be accomplished and creative leaders of
the arts world of tomorrow, professionals who are diversely trained and wellpracticed. Diverse in their backgrounds, our students hail from many of the
leading musical arts and honors organizations from across the Southeast, and
as a School of Music, we are dedicated to the purpose of furthering the arts
and cultural offerings to our region and beyond.
Please take a look through our program book and notice those who advertise
with us. They support us financially and help make this performance possible.
I know that they will appreciate your patronage and support! Also, please note
our Name a Seat Campaign listed within this program book. In preparation
of our tenth anniversary, we have established a goal of naming 100 seats.
Perhaps there is someone you would like to see honored in this way!
I look forward to a long and rewarding relationship with you. With your
continued support of music and the arts, there is nothing that we cannot
accomplish together!

Stephen W. Plate, DMA

Director, KSU School of Music

connect with us

`/musicKSU t@musicKSU y/musicKSU

musicKSU.com

@musicKSU

Visit the Live Streaming page on musicKSU.com to watch live broadcasts of many
of our concerts and to view the full schedule of upcoming live streamed events.
Please consider a gift to the Kennesaw State University School of Music.

http://community.kennesaw.edu/GiveToMusic

